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What will cnfuc hcereof, there's none can tell. 
But by bad coui fes may be vnderftood, 
That their euents can neuer fall out good. Exit. 

Rich. Go Tufhie to the Earle of Wltfhirc ftrcight, 
Bid him repaire to vs to Sly houfe, 
To fee this bufincfle : to morvow next 
We will for Ireland, and 'tis time, I trow : 
And we create in abfence of our felfe 
Our Vncle Yorke, Lord Gouernor of England : 
For he is iuft, and alwayes lou'd vs well. 
Come on our Qiieene, to morrow muft wc part, 
Be merry, for our time of flay is Chore. Tlourifh. 
tJManet North. Willoughby, & %oJJT. 
2for> Well Lords, the Duke of Lancafter is dead. 
Roff. And lining too, for now his fonne is Duke* 
Wil. Barely in title, not in reuenncw. 
Nor. Richly in both, tfiuftice had her right. 
Roff. My heart is great : but it muft break with filenee, 
Er t be disburthen'd with s liberall tongue. 

NorNzy fpeake thy mind : & let him ne'r fpeak more 
That fpeakes thy words againe to do thee harme. 

JPV/.Tcnds that thou'dft fpeake to th'Du .of Hereford, 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man, 
Quicke is mine eare to heare of good towards him. 

Rof. No good at all that I can do for him, 
VnlelTe you call it good to pitie him, 
Bereft and gelded of his patnmonie. 

Nor. Now afore heauen, 'cis fhame fuch wrongs are 
borne, 

In him a royall Princc,and many moe 
Of noble blood in this declining Land ; 
The King is not himfeife, but baf< ly led 
By Flatterers, and what they will informe 
Meerely in hate 'gainrt any of vs all, 
That will the King feuercly profecute 
'Gainft vs, our Hues, our children, and our heiresj 

Rof The Commons hath he pil'd with greeuous taxes 
And quite loft their hearts : the Nobles hath he findc 
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts. 

Wil. And daily new exudions are deim'd, 
As blankes, beneuoiences, and I wot not what ; 
But whato'Gods name doth become of this? 

Nor. Wars hath not wafled it, for war'dhebathnot. 
3ut bafely yeelded vpon comprimize, 
That which his Anceftors atchicu'd with blowes : 
vlore hath he fpent in peace, then they m warres. 

Rof TheEaileof Wikfhire hath the realmc in Farme. 
Wil. The Kings growne bankrupt hke a broken man. 
Nor. Reproach and diffolution hangech ouer him. 
Rof. He hath not monic for thefe Irifh warres : 
'His burthenous taxations notwithftanding) 
But by the robbing of the bamfh'd Duke. 
I Nor. His noble Kinfmamm^ft degenerate King: 
But Lords, we heare this fearefull tcmpeftfing, 
Yet feeke no fhelter to auoid the ftorme: 
We fee the winde fit fore vpon our/falles, 
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifh 

Rof We fee the very wracke that we muft fuffer, 
And vnauoyded is th«* dangernow 
For fuffcring fo the caufes of our wracke. 

Nor. Not fo : euen through the hollow eyes of death, 
I fpie life peering : but 1 dare not fay 
! How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wil. Nay let vs ihare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours 
Rof. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 
We three, are but thy felfe, and fpeaking fo, 


Thy words are but as thoughts, th^forTMTr^ 
Nor. Then thus : I haue from Port/* Bl j \ % 
A Bay in Tritaine, rcceiu'd intelligence 
That Harry Duke ot Her ford y \amald Lord r h 
That late broke from the Duke of hxeter 
His brother Archbifhop, late of Canterbury 
Sir Thomas Erpngham, Sir hhn Rawfon 
Sir lohft Norberic, Sir Robert W^terton &V 
All thefe well furnifh'd by the Duke of 2^**3* 
With eight tall fhips, three thoufand men of** 
Are making hither with all due expedience 
And fhortly meane to touch our Northernc AS 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they ft av 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland 
If then we (hall fhake off our flauifo yoakc 
Impe out our drooping Countries broken win 
Redeeme from broaking pawne the blcmifl^ % 
Wipe off the duft that hides our Scepters pi| t Vn£ 
And make high Maieftie looke like it fcifc * 
Away with me in pofteto Rauenspurgh y ' 
But if you faint, as fearing to do fo, 
Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe wdl go, 

Rof To horte, tohorfc, vrge doubts to them** 
ml. Hold out my horfe, and I will firft bc ^ 


lore ; 


Sxcui 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Queene, Bulky , and^Bagot. 
Buftj. Madam,yourMaieftyistoomuchfad 
You promis'd when you parted with the Kin°, * 
To lay afide felfe-harming heauinefie, 
And entertaine a cheerefull difpofition. 

To pleafe the King, 1 did : to pleafe my fdfe 
I cannot do it : yet I know no caufe 
Why I fliould welcome fuch a gucft as grcefc 
Saue bidding farewell to fo fwcet a gueft 
As my i weet Richard; yet againe me thinkes, 
Some vnborne forrow, ripe in fortunes wombc 
Is comming towards me, and my inward foulc 
With nothing trembles, at fomething it grceucs, 
More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bujh. Each fubftancc of a greefe hath twenty {hadowi 
Which fhewes like greefe it felfe, but is not fo : 
For forrowes eye^ glazed with blinding teares, 
Diuides one thing intire, to many objects, 
Like perfpe&iues, which rightly gaz'd vpon 
Shew nothing but confufion, ey'd awry, 
Diftinguifh forme : fo your fwcet Maieftie 
Looking awry vpon your Lords departure, 
Finde fhapes of greefe, more then himfeife to waile, 
Which look'd on as it is, is naught bur fhadowes 
Of what it is not : then thrice-gracious Qucene, 
More then your Lords departure weep not^more's not 
Orificbe, 'tiswithfalfe forrowes eie, (feenej 
Which for things true, wcepe things imaginary* 

Qu. It may bc fo : but yet my inward foule 
Perfwades me it is otherwifc : how ere it bc, 
I cannot but be fad ; fo heauy fad, 
As though on thinking on no thought I thinke, 
Makes me with heauy nothing faint and fhrinke. 
Bujh. 'Tis nothing but conceit (my gracious Lady.) 

w Qjtecnt. 
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T he life and death o/TZjchayd the fecond. 


power, 


%^^SSglSc : conceit isftill <Wd 
fbrne fore father greefe, mine is not fo, 


u rir ii that is not yet knowne, what 
Ica nnotname, ^ 

Hcauen faueyour Maiefty, and wel met Gentle- 
^rheKin* not y et fhip^°»" Irc,and - ( mcn: 

lh T Why hop' ft thou fo? Tis better hope he is : 
. AtfJties craue haft, his haft good hope, 

T°hc n Wore doft chouhope he is not fcipt ? 

r" re That he our hope, might haue rctyr d his 

^riucnintodifpaire an enemies hope, 
fvho ftron-ly hath fct footing in this Land. 
ThcbamfcM 'Buhngbrooke repeales himfeife, 
Andvvitbvp"li^dArmesisfafearnu>d 

Oh. Now God in hcauen forbid. 
$f 0 Madam 'tis too true : and that is vvorfe, 
The I NorthumberlandJiis yong fonne HenrreVercie, 
The Lords of «#. Beanmond, and Wille*ghb h 
With all rheir powrefull friends are fled to him. 
" M.WHyhauf you >iot proclaim^ Nouhumberland 
And the reft of the reuolted fa&ion,Traitors ? 

Cre Wc haue: whereupon the Earle of Worceftcr 
Hath broke his ftaffe, refign d his Ste wardftiip, 
And al the houfliold feruants fled with him to TBuRtn brook. 

Qu* So guene, thou art rlie midwife of my woe, 
And Butwbrooke my forrowes difmsll heyrc : 
Now hath my foule brought forth her prodegic, 
And 1 a gasping new dcliuered mother, 
Haue woe to woe,forrow to iorrow,ioyn*d. 
c Bvfb. Difpaire not Madam. 
Qu. Who (hall hinder me? 
I will difpaire, and be at enmitie 
With couzening hepe \ he is a Flatterer, 
AParafite, a keeper backe of death, 
Who gently would diiTolue the bands oflife 5 
Which falic hopes linger in extremity. 
Enter 'torke 
Cre. Heere comes the Duke of Yorke. 
Qu. With fignesof warreabout his aged nccke, 
Oh full of caref ull bufineffc are his lookes : 
Vncle, for heauens fake fpeake comfortable words : 

^.Comfort's m heauen, and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing liucs but erodes, care and greefe :\ 
Your husband he is gone tofaue farreoff, 
Whiltt others come to make him Ioofe at home : 
Heere am I left to vnder-prop his Land, 
Who weake with age, cannot fupport my felfe : 
Now comes the ficke houre that his furfet made, 
Now fhall he try his friends that flattered him. 
Enter a feruant. 
Ser. My Lord, your fonne w'as gone before T came. 
Tor. He was : why fo : ^o all which way it will : 
The Noble? they are fled, the Commons they arecold. 
And will 1 feare reuolt on Hcrfords fide. 
Sirra,gct thcetoPlaihte to my lifter Glofter, 
Bid her fend me prefer* tly a thoufand pound, 
Hjld,takemy Ring, 

Ser. My Lord, I had forgot 
To tell your Lordftnp, to day I came by,and calPd there, 
But I ill, 11 oreeuevou to report the reft. 


£<r. An houre before I came, theDutchefledfde* 
Tor. Heau'n for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come rufhing on this wofull Land at once ? 
I know not what to do : I would to heauen 
(So my vntrurh had not prouok'd him to it) 
The King had cut off my head with my brothers. 
Whtt, are there poftes difpatcht for Ireland ? 
How (hall we do for money for thefe warres h 
Come fiftcr (Cozen I would fay) pray pardon me. 
Go fellow, get thee home,p0ou.ide fome Carts, 
And bring away the Armour that is there.? 
Gentlemen,willyoumuflermen? ; 
If I know how, or which way ao order thefe affaires 
Thus diforderly thruft into my hands, 
Ncuer beleeue me. Both arc my kinfmen, 
Th'one is my Soueraignc, whom both my oath 
And dutie bids defend : th other againe 
Is my kinfman,whom the King hath wrong'd, 
Whom confeience, and my kindred bids to right : 
Well, fomewhat we muft do ; Come Cozen, 
Iledifpofe ofyou. Gentlemen, go mufter vp your men, 
And meet me prefently at Barkley Caffle: 
I [(hould to Piafhy too : but time will not permit, 
All is vneucn, and euery thing is left at fix and feuen. Exit 
*Bufo. The winde fits faire fo # r newes to go to Ireland, 
But none rcturnes: Forvs toleuypcwer 
Proportionable to th'enemy, is all impofsible. 

gr. Befides our neeicneffe to the King in loue, 
Is neere the hate of thofeloue not the King . 

7>a And that's the waaering Commons,for theirloue 
Lies in their purfes, and who fo empties them, 
By fomuc hftls their hearts with deadly ha r e, 

'Bufh. Wherein the king ftancis generally condemn'd 
Tag. If lodgement lye in them, then fodo we, 
Becaufc we haue beenc euer neere the King. 

Gr. Well: I will for refuge ftraight to Briftoll Caftle, 
The Earle of WUtfhitf is slreadie there. 

'Bufh. Thither will I with you,for little office 
Will the hatefull Commons performe for vs, 
Except like Curres,to tcare vs all in pecces : 
Will yo^u go along with vs ? 

Bag. No, I will to Ireland to his Maieftie: 
Farewell, if hearts prefages be not vaine, 
We three here part, that neu'r fhallmeetc agMne. 

*B*. That's as Yorke thriues to beate back Bullinbrohe 
Gr. Alas poorc Duke, the taske he vndertakes 
Isnumbring fand' .Q.nd drinking Oceans drie, 
Where one on his fide fights.thoufands will flye. 

Bath. Farewell ax once, for once, for ail, and cucr. 
Well,we may meete agiine. 

'Bag. Ifcaremcneuer. Exit. 


greeue vou to report the reft. 
Tor. Whatis'tknauc? 


Scana Tertia. 


tnter the Duke of Hereford, and Korthfitm- 

berland* 

Hal, How farre is it my Lord to Berkley now ? 

Nor. Beleeue me noble Lord, 
I am a ftranger heere in Gloufterfhire , 
Thefe high wilde hdles, and rough vneeuen waies, 
Drawes out our miles, and makes them weariiome: 
And yet our faire difcourfe hath beene as fugar, 

Mafc in 
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